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Undertaker, ä 2 — — MR. For nERALL. 
Sheer. — Mr. O'RBLLY. 
Motley, - — -—- — Ma. CornEgLyYs. 
// ᷣ A . M. KANE. 
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ESE 


Fur Dennis 1001 Coachman, 
Deum 


£ + is Indeed x thouſand pities ſo generous a gentle- 
man as oùr maſter, ſhou'd be thus oblig'd to part 
with half bis ſer vants, merely for want of the means to 
retain them. 
Coach. Ay, Dennis, maſter's a free horfe, but be 
world's a deep road, and fpirit won't bring wheels thro? 


bs reyes the bard meat—fo poor maſter's knock'd up at 
all 


oo Degagee Hg! without.” 
What, and Monfſi eur en off too? | 
Enter Degagee, fenging. 15 
n Why Monſieur Degagee, by your mirth nobody 
could ſuppoſe you had loft a good place this morning. 
Deg. Oui, Monſieur Denni, 1 am turn off a mon 
maitre this morning; when I did get out of bed, I was 
in place, and to-night when J get into bed, I ſhall be our 
of place. Ah, ha! 
Den. 1 ſce when misfortune comes | | 
Deg. Oui, I am one pauvre, erte miſerable 8 
Monſieur Denni, maitre Jean, attendezmi-landlor did 
once ſet fire his own houfe, and burn me out out of my 


logerett—iive Rune 4 y firſt _— _ vas make 


- 


OT 


— 


„ TAI DAD ALA. 


my eſcape out of de vinder in my ſhirt—cratk went de 
flame widin— whiz went de water widout—the engine 
did play upon pauvre me, and de mob did laugh at me, 
as if I vas une Comedie or Farce. 

Den. Ay, the farce of fre and water, 

Deg. Fire and water, non I yas roaſt and drown 
ver good! ſcape vid the von ſhirt all wet, and was 


held to dry too near de fire, it was burn too; all de ſhirt 


1 had in de vorld but all one to * 
Coach. Poor Monſieur ! 


Deg. Oui Vraiment, pauvre moi, attendez after dat | 


I was go to France in de ſuite of a mi Lor Angloiſe, den 
I was tink to come back to England, and ſet up de grand 


- ſhop in. Pall-mall, and did lay out all my Fargent in de 
* filk ſtocking, de tambour waſtecoat, and lace ruffles; 


perfume poudre, and pareſols for my ſhop—1 did put all 
in de Dutch bottom, but at ſea, up did come de little 
failor Anglois—vid de new copper breeches, and pauf 


ſhoot off our maſts and ſail, and drag us into Portſ- 


mouth, and fing—** n are ry: I 

Den. Vou were tow'd in. 

Deg. I po underſtand dat toe. | | 

Coach. Why Monſieur the little Engliſh Giles ahh 

| the copper breeches, took the Dutchman by the toe, and 
dragg d bis bottom into Portſmouth. _ 

Beg. Ban eſt vrai, but il tout perdue - and den I vas 

ſan ſit ſous and ſans ſouci—I loſt all but den, par ha- 

zard I vas come live wid dat bon tete, mon maitre, Mon- 


ſieur Edward, vat you call Sandford, —alas! he is all 


broke and ma toi—T am all broke again auſſi 


de debris of my wages, two, three guineas, and my cof- 


ter vid ſome pomade, c comb, curling iron, an three 
und mareſchale. | 1 
Coach. Poor Monſieur. 

Deg. Oui, pauvre moi, maitre 1 you loofe your 


. place too—but you are prepare for de faſt, you carry” 
e beef vid OO is de beef. 


1 3 the Ae] Wee s belly. . 
And 


T NE DEAD ALEFVYE 5 
. Aud here is: de ſhoulder; of de beef, and de leg of de. 
beef, auſſi, and de head of de beef auſſi. _ 

Ceach.- And Monfieur j have de tift of de beef. ( 0h, | 
Fi 

Deg. Very heavy morbleu, come make a de pence; 5 | 
gar my king make a de good peace vid your king, ſo do 
you make de peace vid Degagee. 

Coach. Our king, heaven bleſs him, holds the rein for | 
2 ſubjects, and he'll always hold a whip for the monn— | 

teurs. 

Pag. Vat, he vil whip de Monſieurs !' | | 

ner Grizley, with a little dag. 7 
Ah, my little dog,. moſh oblige Monſieur Grizley Voyez; i 
Monſieur Dennt Voyen, Maitre Jean, look at dis pretty: | 
dog, I am turn oft a mon Maitre, pauvre, u 
! Den. I am Jerry we loſe you, Monſieur, 
Deg. And I am ſorry, ſo full of ſorry as all de vorld“? 
Lol, lol, lol! Santez—Ah, jump up my little dog. 
mon petit Sante jedit, allons donc Lol, lol, lol! Bon 
jour, Maitre ow Monſieur Denni. | 

5 Exit ſinging, and dancing the dog. 3 | 
, Den. What a merry piece of diſtreſs ! ; 
1 Coach. Monſieur knows his ſwarthy phiz, and broken? | 

Engliſh, ſoon recommend him to a lady of quality. 

8 Enter a Black crying. | FO 
. Couch. What, and Blacky goes too? | * 
- Black. Oh, oh! me no live wid good maſſa no more:; 
1 | oh,oh hat me do for de muſh good eat and drink, 
i 1 
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oh, oh! - 
— 8 Coach, You ſhall ſoil with me you dog—ery, you may 
e well cry at quitting: your maſter ; you're grown as ſleek. 


and as plump as a biſhop's coach horſe in his ſervice! 
but courage, Hannibal, your fleece and complexion ſoon 
r get 08 into bread but when ſhall I mount a box 
7 again? Ab, Pm an Engliſnman! Well, I hope to ſee | 
the wy when that will be a better recommendation to 


5 
ö 


———— Ceram ͤ — 


1 THE. DEADMALIVE | 
an Engliſh nobleman than being a Monſieur "= Black: 


amoor. 
Black. Oh, I muſt ſtrip fine coat— oh 5 
Coach. Ves, and that turbot off your head too. 


Den. No, John, my maſter deſires you and Hannibal 


way keep your liveries. 


hach. What, and may I take the harneſs I have on 
bleſs his handſome heart! Well Dennis, you ſtay— 
good bye, lad when you chance to drive towards Lei- 


_ ceſter Fields, I ſhall be glad to take a watering tankard 
with you at the Coach and Horſes; but mayhap, like 
the great courtiers, you fcorn' to know an old acquaint- 
ance out of place. 

Dien. No; John, I'm not ſo polite : as that yet. 5 
Coach. Come along, Hannibal 
into the world again! but up or down, wet or dry, thro” 


thick or thin, proſperity and better fortune to my dear | 


_ maſter, Gee up ay, ay. 
2 Exeunt 8 and Black. 


Dien. Poor fellows! I cannot help feeling for them. | 


Enter Edward. 


Edu. Sad at parting with your companions, Dennis? 


Den. Not more griev'd than they were, Sir, at quit= 
ting ſo good a maſter as your honour. 

Ed. Poor fellows! ay, Dennis, integrity and fidelity 
like other obſolete faſhions, ſeem to be caſt off by the 


great—it's natural that they here and there be pick'd up 


by their infetiors—Any body here this morning? 
Den. Mr. Warmwood, Sir, to let you know he'd call 
no more for his money. 
Edw. I am oblig'd to him. 
Den. For he has put uh 
hands. 8 


affair 15 the 1 


Ed. And the raſcal paid his own debts with half " ON 
-erown in the pound—now, my ſole dependance is upon 


my old friend Ruſhſtaff. 


Den. Mr. Regal left kis eee, Sir, is 2424 


he 


gee up! 7 15 go 


„ 


be oblige you, as he has not more than will juſt 


enable him to take the box at Brookes's to-night. (Exit, 
Edw. Well, well— a verbal anſwer to my letter ; his 


good manners he levels to his ſincerity—my friend too. 


- Tf balmy friendſbiß yet ſurvives, £7 och 
, whitver 65 
Believe the tongues of men, ſhe lives, | | 
. -» * » Their actions ſpeak her dead: 
| Perhaps reſponſive echo's ſhade, 
2... She haunts this brittle mound, 
Or flitting Sylþh, or watry Naide, © 
| In fancy only found. 
The gilded cards to feaſt and ball, or 
TDTeoyue ſilken gueſt invite; © LINES 
They fondly think tis friendſhip's call, 5 
But pride and pomp indie 
For int reſt with deluſive wiles, © 
Beneath fair friendſbiß s form; 
In ſunſhine on us ſweetly ſmiles, © 
But leaves us in theflorm. 
+ _. x. Sater Caroline. 
_ Caro. My dear, dear, Edward ! 
Edw. My ſweet Caroline. 


Caro. Such a delicious ſcheme as I have deviſed for 


our relief- 
choly. + + a8 bd | 
Edu. For myſelf I ſhou'd not care; if ſingle, I cou'd 
elbow my way. thro” the buſtle of this buſy world; but 
to involve you, my love, a partner in my poverty 
Caro. Poor pretty bird! then it cou'd ſoaring cleave 
the air and ſweetly chirp the ſong of freedom, if not im- 


Come, come, I'll have no more melan- 


peded by its troubleſome, yet affectionate male. 


S006; 
-» While pert cock ſparrows ſport and play 125 
y turns with ey ry female gar, 
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Tue tur ls faithful to his d 


Lives but for her, and lives to love, 516 Wb: 


Still cloſely neftling ide by fide 
Sit the good bridegroom, and good bride, 
And murm'ring, gurgling on the ſpray 
Both bill and cos their hours auay. 


But Edward, is the ęarriage = Fins 

Edu. Sold by auction. : 

Caro. You are {9 haſty=but to a my por 
don't lift us into another, welcome a calaſh and pattens— 


let us firſt methodically _ our oaly to l an in- : 


voke her aid. 
Edu. Begin then 


Caro. My wealthy hes, Sir Walter Weathercock . 
Edu. Wou'd have married my rich aunt, Miſs Hebe 


Wintertop. 

on A quarrel on a the bridal morn, broke off the 
matc 5 

Edu. Hate ſucceeds to love. 9 15 

Caro. Or rather anger to dotage. 

Edw. At this per 
for Caroline 

Caro. And I, having no averſion for 8 a 

Edw. Are forbid by the old ones to hold further in- 


tercourſe with each other, on pain of their itnmortal diſ- 
pleaſure, but nobly ſacrificing intereſt to love, you ran 


away with me. 
Caro. O he, Edward ! it was you ran away with me. 
Edw. Married ſcarce a twelvemonth, our mutual par- 


tiality for good houſe-keeping has brought -our ſtock to 


the laſt guinea—and no living without money. 
Curo. Then let us die. 
Ed. Die! 


Caro. Ves, my life to yours, it enables us to live : 


comfortably hereafter. 
Edw. Ha, ha, ha! pleaſant enough this! but Caro- 


line, I confeſs I can't comprehend how dying can con- 


duce to a W 8 1. — ha, ha! 


-_ 


; 1 poſſeſſing an adept paſſion 


j rs. 
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Caro. Vou laugh, but 1 am ſerious. 
Edu Death is indeed a ſerious ſubject but come, | 
| your ſcheme, 

Caro. It lies chant +a ſhall- inſtantly go to your 
aunt, in all the ſuppos d grief of a diſconſolate widower, 
tell her that I died this morning: I'll to my uncle, and 
tell him the ſame ſtory of you No, each ſuppoſing 
the cauſe of their diſpleaſure for ever remov'd, will, (L 
make no doubt) reſtore us again into favour, ſupply us 
with an ample ſum for the preſent, and ſettle on ch an 
affluent appointment in future. 

Ed. But the diſcovery of ſuch a in | 

Caro. How—they never ſee each other, perhaps ne- 
ver may—then' their circle is ſo remote from ours—or, . 
at worſt, can we be poorer, or farther remov'd. from 

| their favour than at preſent. 

Edu. Say no more, I am dead. 

Caro. And I, gone with the doleful news to my un- ; 
cle -I fearenothing but a laugh to prevent my ſucceſs, 

Edu. And that we do ſucceed, dear fortune grant. 


2 
” 


„ 5 D U E T T 0. 
Edu. tain me but my Caroline guard, 
; My love from diſtreſs let me fave; : 
A And I aſk for no ather reward «+ 
1 | Or bleſſing on this ſide the grave. 


Caro. Let me but ſee Edward content, ? 
His lot while his Caroline ſhares : © | 
| Tho' uncle Abou d never relent, „„ 
ö | Or aunt ſhou'd be angry, cares. EM 
| Both... Deign fortune to ſmile on a pair, 
5 Who've truſted ſo Tong to thy pow'r ; 
| | Thy woes ſince they patiently bear, 
23 5 0 grant len ſome fweet with the ſour. ; 


be 


* 


* E dray ALIVE 


A Room in Sir Water Weathercock's Hauſa. 
Enter Motley, peeping about. 


- TE Sir Walter ſhvn'd feeling 0ow=—wine thes——T1i cell 
him, ſays I,. —if wrinkled bachelors keep fmooth cheek'd- 
houſe-keepers, as Squire Ranger fays,” we clever 


young fellows have aright—Pd tell ll bun it he had net 


a cane in his hand eane or no cane, ld. Here he is 


IA had as. good hide myſeif. (Retires.) Eh, no, its 
my ſweet Comfit. | 
Enter Comfit. F 
Com. Now who cou d imagine that a gm ple ceny 
girl as I was five years ago, cou'd turn out fach a-——— 


Pp w—_—_ ugly to be ſure. qe 2 5 


£0 YE. 


When 1 left Primroſe Green, and firſt came up to teun, 
Juſt at blooming fifteen in my plain linen goun; ST 


Tho my thoughts were all gay and my head full of piay, 


Let me die, if Ob fie! was not all I cou d "_ HA 

But now improv'd in euſry grace, 

With charms to capttvate a King ; | 
And ſeen in ſhape, or air of face, „ 
My tout enjemble is the thing. | 


What can become of this wretch, Money? I $4 
Mot. That's 1. (ide. - 
Com. I know the fellow loves me. EF. 
Mot. Do I? (Aide) 2 
Com. He'd leap at marrying e 
Mot. I'd look twice firſt. (Afide.) 

Com. I'm certainly a handſome girl. 

5 (Looking in the has. 

Mot. Yes, and you don't uo it. (A/ide ) 


2 


Com. But theſe men Motley's peri at this mo- 


ment, lift” ning to ſome conceited hu 
Mor. I am indeed. (Afide.) - 
Com. I'm ſorry Motley's ſo poor. 
Mor. Upon my ſoul, ſo am I, A de. F 


ey or other. 


Com. 


fant, tie, Y 


1 
5 
2 
t 
8 
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Com. But my three hundred pound 
Mot. Say no more, III have it. . 


Com. Ah, Motley, you devil, how cou'd you frighten 


a body ſo? 
Mot. Take me! for as Jacques, che huntſman, ſays 


. Morleyis your only man.“ 


Com. Who ſays fo? 
Mot. Jacques, in the play of How dye like; it.. 


There, where Harlequin Touchſtone is Motley,“ 


ſays he, © is your only man,” and he did not. know me 
from Adam, only it came ſo apropos. 


Com. Motley, you improv d during the year you liv'd + 


with the actreſs, 

Mot. Yes, I think I did a little. 

Cam. But how came ſhe to part with Jou: ? 

Mot. Becauſe I was a Pagan. 

Com. A Pagan! 

Mot. Les - you muſt know ſhe gave me a ſhilling one 
night to go to the twelve · penny gallery, and order d me, 
after ſhe lung a ſong, to cry out ongior um. | 

Cam. What's ongiorum 

Mat. Ongiorum is Latin for, don't fi ing any more. 


p 


Well, . up I mopnted—but unfortunately taking a glaſs 


too much with a friend I met in the gallery inſtead of 
my miſtreſs, when one Mr. Damon, who play d the De- 
vil that night, had ſung his ſong, I roar d out —onco- 
rum, oncorum, Red Stockings —ſo my miſtreſs turn'd 
me off next morning; for, ſays ſhe, (looking in the 
glafs, after your faf jon juſt now) none bur a Pagans 
cou'd miſtake. a Devil for an Angel. 


Com. Poor, Py !—Pray, what fore of people are 


theſe players? 
Mot. What wer kad, my dear Commit, of all 


ſorts. 
n 
An aftor's 4 comical dog, 
Woe fey, now dull as a 1 ; 
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| e of futurity Pray friend 


| ſpeak? 


So changeable all, now oY and now tall, 
Now plump, then 5 as a Frog. \ 
Now Paddy the brogue he puts on, 
. Then ſtruts with the pride of a Don; | 
Now a French oui Monſieur, then a Durch, ow 
Mynheer, 17 
Or braw Danald the head of his clan. 3 


Ho rarely they take in the town, k 

From one ſhilling uþ to a crown ! . 
They pant, and they cry, fight, tumble and 4. 2 

But laugh when the curtain is down. 1 5 


Com. That's a good ſong but I wiſh you were down 
ſtairs, for my maſter makes this his way to the ſtudy, 
and his averſion to your miſtreſs is ſuch—1 thiok hear 
him—if he ſees you I am ruin'd. - 

Mot. He can't remember me. 


| off. 
Enter Sir Walter Wee 1 
Sir Wal, Comfit, T wanted to aſk—who's that? 
Com. The lad, Sir, belongs to Mr. Quack, the famous 


rheumatiſm man, lat advertiſes to ſupply elderly gentle- 
men with calves, 10555 


Sir Wal. Calves! his maſter's a grazier,—ha ! ! 

Com. No, Sir, a gouty doctor. 

Sir Wal. Oh ! the doctor has the gout? \ _ 

Com. No, no, Sir, he cures the rheumatiſm, gout, and 


; dropſy. 


Sir Wal. Have you a dropſy? eh Comfit! _ 

Com. No, Sir, but the doctor gives this young man 
leave to turn a penny for himſelf i in the fortune telling- 
Way. | 

Sir Wal. A e I take A peep thro? his 


(Motley makes ſigus and faces, 
Sir Wal, Why does he make faces at me? can't he 


- Git. 


Com. Huſh, he's here—don't ſpeak, and Pl get * 


di 


2 


n 
dy, 
cat 


ious 
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cum. He can't ſpeak, Sir, for many. reafons—firſt he's. 
dumb—ſecondly | 
Sir Wal. Hold—your firſt reaſon is ſufficient for his 
not ſpeaking—ſhall I ever marry? . | 
Motle imaces and makes j ns. 
Sir Wal. What's 10 15 4 ages | . 

Cm. He means yes, Sir. BE Hr DIRE 

Bir Mal. He lies! —if ſo, ſhall T 50 Ab Eh! 1 
; [Motley points upwards with his finger. - 


e He means Sir, that err will ſend you ta 
Heaven. 


Sir Val. How: 7855 : 

| ¶ Mot læy 5 ple with bis Pant | 

Sir yal. Thro' Cuckold's-gate, Sir Walter Weather- 
cock call'd cuckold, by a mumming magician 4 a ſecond- 
hand ſon of a ſorcerer ! a hey-cockolorum conjuror ! a 
wizard with a pig: tail! ! How long have you been dumb, 
frrah ? -.-- © 

Mot. Sir, 1 was born Jumb—Zounds 1 1 [46 de, 
5 5 Wal. In my lite I never heard a bs man ſpeak”. 
o plain. : | 

"Low: Such an, Alle. 

Sir Wal. Cures dropſies! raiſes n 1 100 eh, 
Comfit !—-the doctor provides rams as well as calves—. | 
this is a ram of Jacob's breed-—parti- colour'd, ſtreak d 
and pied. 

Com. Own yourſelf,” [Apart fo Morley] The truth 
is, Sir, this is Miſs Wintertop's man, and he's come to 
tell my maſter what you are come about. 5 

Mot. Yes, Sir, I come to what the devil did I 
come about. [ Apert to Comfit] I come, Sir —I come, 
Sir—T'm come, Sir. 

Sir Wal. I ſee you are come Sir, but what brought 
you, Sir ? 8 f 

' Com. With his lady's Salem for the honor of 
your company this evening -I know he won't go. Li de. 

Sir Wal. And pray, huſſy, have you no * but jour 
maler for your hums a and has. 
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Cem. Sir, I beg 0 our pardon, but knew your FEY 
wou'd reject with ſcorn an offer from Miſs Wintertop, 
and fo, Sir, to ſave the poor lad from the dreadful effects 
of your fury, I thought to have got him out of the. 
houſe without your knowledge. - 
Sir Wal. I Ps [ ought to be angry here [Afde] 


Lxes, Comfit, I am in a fury go back to your Mit- 
treſs, firrah, apd if I catch you here again, I'll bamboo 
vou fo, that it ſhall puzzle Hunter, 94.4 able anatomiſt, 

to diſtinguiſh one. muſcle from another! 1 will p 

bhonor, you raſcal. 


Mot. Oncorum, red ſtockings again, by gd mol - 


| Hy, him to ſome. tune out ot the Beggar's Ops. 14 de. 


e MY 
-@h Sights well. be not ſevere, 1 0 
Mor beat me like a drum; © 
A. flick that makes that ſheak I fear, 1 
Would make Poor Motley dumb. | 
[Exeunt Motley and OW” 
Wie Servant. 
"ns Mr. dle, is below, airy and. infill on 
coming up. 
Sir Wal. What, my nj niece! 1 won'tſee bar—P'l.never 
ſee her, tell. her ſo. 3 1 
Ser. She” - 8 Sir. 3 LE. 
Enter Caroline 
87 r Wal. So niece, L find you will add, another twig: 


to the rod of diſobedience, by thus intruding CORFFALE- 
to my expreſs commands. 


Caro- Ah, Sir! your rigour would diſſolve. to pity. 


and forgiveneſs, did you know my calamitous. ſituation. 
Sir Wal, Pity! your tears play d. off at my heart, are 
are Spaniſh onions againſt the rock of Gibraltar you 


would marry. Miſs. Wintertop's nephew; tho! you 
knew how injuriguſly 1 was us'd: by that old coxcomb; 


his aunt. You have a. e Wi ene much 
of him. 


* CG 


Care, 


— C4. '—w 


ne praD AK 
. A Dir! {tive no hufband. 


1 Dir Wal. 1 fad he wou d run away from you, W 
8 you became poor. 

|. Caro, Ah, Sir, wrong not the memory of the—Oh, 
y wretched Caroline | ! Alas, Sir, my huſband's dead. ; 
t- Sir Mal. Edward dead !—pgad ſo niece, I afl yonr 
o pardon— I'm forry—1 am faith—poor thing —Eh ! gad! 


* —now Edward is gone, I begin to think he was a Wor- 
5 they lad now he's gone, f. 


7 Caro. For ever—ever gone! ; 
"i Sir Wal. Well, we muſt only take care of thoſe that 
le. 92 behind, we muſt have a handſome funeral, but 


PI go fee the body. 

Caro. Heaven forbid! L 4hde7} Do, dent Sr 1 left 
his ſorrowful aunt weeping over him. 

Sir Mal. Oh, if ſhe's there, I'll ſtay e e 
Ino money left 1 ſoppoſe—Ay, Edward a Bon Vivant! 
I'd all the days of his life. Gives her a note.] Well, 
TA there's five hundred pounds —— have a decent tuneral, 7 
I and kiſs me child come dry 54 2 55 tears, and. look 

I me again as your parent. 

Caro. Sir, this Ses dsete wi 540 PA 
er | _ Sir Wal. Come, child, you are a young widow, 0 dot 
I Het your tears impair your beauty. 
ee On, Sir, think on hat 1 have loſt, 

; | . in 36 Oo c 80 

vig: See wy bloſſom of Spring that enriches. the e 
ar y. be its ſweetneſs. to welcome the morn; 

2 But nißt, the fond birds in ſoft elegy mourn, 
ity. pat fragrance and beauty that ne'er ſball return. 


on.. | Can the ſun beams of hope glance a ray of relief, 

are No, let tears. overflow the dew drops of grief, 

„ou, Soon the bold hand of Winter ſhall cover the head, 
jou || Son alas muſt I wither Jones Swan + is dead. 

mb; | 353-4 Exit. 
ch | ir Wat. And Edward's dead l it muſt be for! my 


42 kind condolence that his aunt ſent for me; I'm ſorry 1 
28 1 | treated 


Bas 


Fo. 
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treated her meſſage with ſuch contempt—Heigh 0 


feel my love for her revive. I'll wait on her at her own 


19 houſe, tho the ſight of Edward has made her ſo ſad—- 


Ay, no making | love WAH? a n man 's in Sapa 


— 


. EI - 


4 Chambir # Mit Wintertop's. Ha J N 


Enter Edward and a Servant. SY, 3 
Edw. Only a gentleman wou'd ſpeak with Miſs Win, 
tertop. [Exit Servant. 


If my ſucceſs with my aunt here equals Caroline s ex- 


peckacens Od, here ſhe is. ea. bord vel 


Enter Miſs Wintertop and 1 02 
* Miſs Vin. Your moſt obedient - my 3 ow 


Javs you Richard, call me to an) eren, with previouſ 


ly bringing up their name? | Exit. Servant. 
Edw. I fear'd a knowledge of mine, madam, might 
deprive me of the honour, which I now enjoy; but did 


you know. the fatal diſaſter that occaſioned 1 


Miſs Win. 1 don? t love diſaſters, and IL now tell, once 
for all, nephew, your diſaſters ſhall never be the leſs for 
me; your diſobedient marriage with Sir Walter“ $ niece, 


Edw. Ah! Madam, that marriage is eternally dil 
C 
Miſs Vin. Flop -d. T thonght ſhe'd turn out as 


| faſhionable a wife as &er a Ducheſs of em all! but in- 


deed What can he expected when ladies wear uniforms, 


and pay morning viſits with e and n 


off! fine doings. 

Edw. My Caroline, Madam, was compell'd to yield; 
the. careful parent, and the tender huſband, daily, with 
tears behold the wife and maiden raviſh'd from their 

arms by that inſatiate monſter! that general Gallant. 

Miſs Vin. He rude to maidens too! the _ fellow 


hat ſtreet does be live i in? 


Miſs Mint General Galland. 


Edu. 


ment her loſs. 


love, and if 


unn AD ALY e 
Ew. My grief, too copious for common language 


ſwell'd into a metaphor 3 ; the gallant I mean, madam, 
Was death. 


Miſs Win. ; Death: well 1 never knew you to bring a 
pleaſant ſtory,” pet FN 


Ed. Oh! 


Miſs Vin. What does the m man mean by his blubber- 


ing and bellowing? 


Eau. Excule my W- bet my Caroline is no 
more.. 

Miſs Vin. Caroline dead Oh, that's another is 5 
well nephew, tho! your match was repugnant to my 
will; F don't rejoice at your wife's death. | 

Edw. That's very good of you, madam., _ 

R Miſs Vin. But how, and when, pray, did. ibis affair 
appen: 3 3 

Edw. This morning. ſuddenly! 1 hope the neceſſ ity 
of ſeeing you will excuſe * indecorum of my being. 
ſeen abroad ſo foon.. 


- Miſs Win. Neceſſity ! no money left 1 ſuppoſe— well, 


T find this accident has ſomewhat relax'd my ſeverity. 


Pray, do you ever fee that civil gentleman her uncle? I 
fancy your extravagance has render'd you the object of 
his bounty, but a nephew of mine, never ſhall be oblig'd' 
to him i'll ſend you ſome money — come, ald, vou. 
muſt not give way to grief. 

Edu. O madam! had I never known the amiable- 
qualities of Caroline, | ſhou'd not have fuch cauſe to la- 
. xi. 

Miſs Vin. Sir Walter's attention to Edward — Ca- 
roline bas given a gentle e to the ain embers o. m, 


i Enter . | 
Serv. Sir Walter Weathercock, madam- 


Mils Vin Oh, he has furpriz'd me at a moſt diſmal 
citerion —admit him Edward's tale has depreſs'd my 


ſpirits in the abyſs of a lethargic torpitude.. 
Walter Weatherecack. | Sir, this is an honour. 
| B 3 


LEnter Sir 


As 
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Sir Mal. Madam, — 1 ſee ſhe's har great grief for the 
death of her nephew. . 4 
Mis Vin. His niece's death affects bim extremely. 
Sir Mal. Oh, Hebe! Hebe! my lovely old darling! 
Miſs Vin. Old darling! as rude as ever; 
Sir Hal. You are ſorrowful—I don't wonder at it— 
well accept my ſincere condolence. 
Miſs Vin. .Yes, you muſt feel for the death of fo Jer 
a relation has it alter'd Caroline * _ _ wg 
look? 

Sir Wal. Diſmal enough. 
. Miſs Win. Yes, death wears a dial a bea. 

Sir Val. You've ſeen Edward. 

Miſs Win. Juſt now. i 

Sir Wal.” Loſt his fine e 1 ſuppoſe. 

Miſs Vin. No, I think he looks as well as ever. 

Sir Wal. Ay, ſudden death, 1 Ne does not Ser 
the countenance much. 
Mils Vin. Vour niece was very young. 
dir Wal. She's riſing ewenty—Edward, I | fancy, was 
not above twenty-three. | 
_ Miſs Vin. He'll be twenty-four his next 'birth- day. 
Sir Wal. Birth-day to a dead man. Lg. 1 And 
poor Edward's gone! | 
Miſs Win. Yes, he's gone W 1 wiſh you'd follow 
him, Sir Walter.. 
Sir Wal. I am oblig'd to you, madam, but 1 hope 1 
ſhan't go to his home theſe thirty years. 

Miſs in. Now that's unkind, the ſight of a friend | in 
the hour of trouble is ſuch acomiert. | 

Sir Wal. A great comfort indeed. [4/7 +3: 1 fancy 


— 


1 you'll have a viſit from Caroline when its duſk. 


Miſs Vin. Heaven forbid—no, when people quit this 
world, I beg to be excus'd from any further inter- 
courſe. | 

Sir Wal, Why, dial, tho' my niece may be ſaid to 


be out of this world now, yet the funeral vow, _ a 
| | | Ae ON | | few 


p—_—_— pm, 


FA 
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was 
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few Lethean tears ſhed; I warrant her youth atirafty the. 


butterflies, 
_ Miſs Win. Butterflies! the worm 1 think you mean, 
Sit: Walker. 

Sir Wal. Worms f whe to bis fon diveſted af their 
gaudy outſide, the macaronies are a ſpecies: of grubg—- 
but come, my angelic Hebe let us forget our ſilly quar- 


rels here let me take this vernal ſprig, as earneſt of the 
ſole Poſſeſſ an of _ hon aromatic ſhrub of winter 


ſavor7ß. my [ Taking her land. 
Miſs Win. Oh, you amorous Philander ! Lag 
Sir Val. Oh, extaſy! [ Hebe, get your ch buried, 
5 then we'll be married in t 4 
Miſs Vin. Wait till my nephew is buried? vote. 
Sir Wal. Nay, I only ſpeak for decency ſakbe. 
Miſs Win, How, Sir? wou'd you infer that I wou'd 
deviate from the rules of decency ? 1 ſhou* d imagine 
when your niece is buried, the wedding— 
Sir Val. My niece buried! why: pony ne. Ade] 


Bury your nephew, madam. 


Mils Vin. Bury my nephew 2. | 
Sir Wal. To be ſure! wou'd you hang bim up be⸗ 
tween two loadſtones like Mahomet of Mecca. 
_ Miſs Vin. Bury my nephew why he's mad. 
Sir Wal. You know your nephew is dead. 
Miſs #in. No, but you know Fu niece is dead. 
Sic Wal. Not J. 7 
Miſs Vin. Did not you ſay pant niece had | left this 


world ? 


Sir Val. Did not you fay your i was gone 0 
his long home. 
Miſs Win. I tell you Edward left this room as you en- 
ter'd it. 
Sir Wal. 1 tell you, 1 ſaw Caroline at t my houſe juſt 
now. 
Miſs Vin. Sir, I don t tiak it ſafe to > thay f in a place 
wan you. | 


B42 . e 


l * 
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Sir Mal. Madam, I ſhon'dh't have troubled your 


place, if you had not ſent for me. 
Miſs Win. I fend for you, Sir! 
Sir Val. Deny that eee comes the very fellow 
"who brought the meſſage. 289 7 
- Miſs Win. Aﬀoniſhing! g 
1204 205 Enter Motley. an 
| ler. n the Ha, he here damnation! this is 
the ſecond time to-day he croſs'd the wap 
Miſs Vin. Pray Motley did I ſend you to Sir r Walter 
Weathercock's this morning? 


. 


Mat. Nothing but a lye can ſave we. of; Af de. 
Sir Wal. Speak, friend, did's not I ſee you at my houſe 
to-day? ? 1 


Mot. Me Ob Lord, Sir not me, indeed.. 


Sir Wal. Oh you infernal ſon of a—do- you forge you 1 


-were dumb. 


Mot. Dumb! Oh deap Sir, don? t ſay that of me! my 


lady I warrant wou'd not keep me. an hour, if ſhe 

ſulpected I was dumb Lord, madam, am | dumb? 
N Vin Ridiculous ! it muſt be ſomebady elſe. 
Mot. Oli Sir, ridiculous ! it muſt be ſomebody elſe. 


Sir Val. Brav'd out of the belief of my ears and 
eyes !—as for you, firrah—* | Takes him by the collar. 


Mot. Can'ſt eat a crocodile—drink like a weazle. 


Sir Wal. III weazle you, and weaſand you, too you 


re. 


Sr Wal. Since you are fo poſitive,” to—— _ 


Miſs Win. And you fo e! [1 lend to Edward's : 


| houſe and learn the ut. 
pes 4 0; E Tt: 
Miſs Win. Away Sir ! get out of my fi ght, 


Tou are wrong, and Im ſure Jam right. 
A poſitive perſon who takes in his pate, 
Such whimſies and fancies I ever wor hate. 
Sir 


* 


Mot. Let Hercules himſelf do what be may, the dog ; 
will bark—the cat will have fair play. | Exit. 


Sir 


Mil 


Sir 


Bo 


ur 
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Sir Wal. Sweet Hebe, a. Bear me, fweet Hebe, f 
NMitb reaſon and love let me rule. 


Miſs Win. You infant, you  grey-headed babes... | 
Mere dotage has made you a 6:24 


1 daating and ſi bid, bath 

0h Venus and Cupid, i 

Mat tyrannous uſage is this 7 4 5 

Baut my rage Ill reſtran, . 
Il ſubmit ta my chain, | 

And each link of the chain be a 1. 


Miſs Win, Since meek and obedi rent, . . 
Dou think it expedient, 1 

TDeõo breceius like a law my command, 

1 the courſe of nine years, _ 

7 bes melt with yaur tears, 


And preſent you my. heart and my band, , 


Sir Wal. 


% oo 


nm 7 '® he el * 
Sinne * 
. L 
«T3 +44 8 3 
Bo . 1 meek _ obedient, Etc. ee ee ee 
4 „ 86-4 F 3 Fa 5 
; EA 5 1 3 1 A a 
as Thi, $$ F ve 12 7 5 
FT. k 4 
o 67 0 
- 
FR. 
* X -1 1 
. 1 7 5 ; . ; * { 
wr} b gf + ; a 1 0 4 
5 . * * 4 7 4 1 N aſs Coin r ö tx 
Fa. „ ; : * & * 3-1» 1 x f ERIN FS 
W 2 LEES AA teu nt $2 Ab - 
ND OF ACT FIRST x 
92 0 . „ 
N D : . *q LS 1 
1 S © 4 
. : 1 » 4 % Non 4 
* = » 7 — 
Ae s 
— . * 3 W 
4 7 y + "© f 1 
* 7 ? 
— 3 5 * . 
* 6 
* * * 8 $ : 
4 ®, 8 ” yp — : þ 
„n Wh . | 115 | 
* % * Y 
* 0 x 4 . 1 3Z * 
1%, aw * 1 - FA * \ 4 ; — 
$74 * 1 # * [4 * % 1 2 * 
; £ — wh 4 
7 * k — X F — 
? 7 : F 1 <6 4 } 1. 4 obs Fi } 
F. $52.2 lf 
4 1 5 * _— "a < © 
ſ # 8 fy : k 6 1211 i 3. |: 
| f . 
; * » a 8 Bs 
I — 4 AF 7 2 44 1 — 1 
— 4 — * 
4 0 l FE. | 5 * 
- : 3 * 
2 — 
r 5 $4 7 
7 1 


* en aaa 


H 


ful viſage. 


3 HH | SEES | . | SF nes 
a TRE DEAD ALIVE. 


x e . 


Enter Eduard ant Cart. Leys i 
n 5 Mey 4 ; 
A, 40 Re well my dear Edward, 1 now all' over, 


the ern ot aut me A e is even beyond my 
expectation. 


27 
* * 


Edw. Yes, my dear, but ihe ease elfects of theix 


c credulity almoſt gives our little trick the alr of! a crime, 


and the ſhame of a detection. 


Caro. You're ever raiſing hats d to ſcare yourſelf 


—the dread of meeting your. aunt here will keep Sir 
Walter away, 


Edw. True, and the Kea of ſecing kim will ſecure us 


from her viſits, but Lexpect Ber meſſenger with the caſh 
| every moment. 


Caro. Well, I'm prepar'd here within, ſhou'd he be 
cur ious, 


Enter Denis. | k 
Den. A ſervant from: your aunt, Sir. 
Caro. T'll to my poſt of mortality. Exit. 
Edw. Admit him. LExit eh! Now for a woc- 


Enter Motley. | ; 
Mot. Even ſuch a man fo ſpiritleſs—ſo woe bee. 

gone, &c.”—Sir, I am ſorry for our loſs my lady, 

Sir, delires me to fee the- Oh 
Edu. There ſhe' lies. [ Pointing to the fide ſcene.] 
Mat. | Goes to the door and looks in I] As handſome a 


| aryl as a man wou'd wiſh to look on, as Lord Romeo 
ſays——© Death has not ſuck'd the honey from her 
_ cheeks, and his pale lievtenant—no—his enſign, is not 


8 there. 


Edw. Any commands from aunt? 
Mot. 


8 3 _ g b oy « - Y | 
I - ; 


THE: DEAD ATIVE: 1 


Mot. Ves, Sir, ſhe commands: you! to prop up your 

ſp irits with old ſtout Madeira. She commands you, 

ir, to take a bumper yourſelf, and to give three bum- - 

pers to eve body Fant comes to {ce you, gentle and ſim- 
le. 


/ [es hl. e re M16 e A 
Mot. I ſuppoſe, Sir, 788 hive the ene oble⸗ 

quiors; if ſo, Sir, Fd Have you, Sir, for the credit of, ; 
Ihe thing, hite Solomon Durges to fing W 
r, Edw. Oh, bitter ſeparation ! 
1 Met. Conſider, Sir, your lady js in heaven, as you 
Jean never come, and for, your ſake, I. Hope, yaur ſepara- 4 
tion may long continue her death is the cauſe of you. 
e, grief — therefore, Sir, I wiſh you joy. Going. | 
Edw. Sdeath ! the Hs ſetit no e cat TY Pray " 
elf rare not you any meſſage? 5 


4T 


Mor. No, Sir, only a letter. C 

Ed. Right Na.] Lay it on che SN 3 I 

us Mot. [Lays it down: | She is indeed a comely corpſe | 
Oh, life's an- Italian thadow;' Ae, player, that | 

D falls thro? a Up upon che e e is ſeen 


no more. 1 8 0 
The world is all nonſenſe 2 W e | 
eit. Fantocc ini or Om res net, | e 
oe - Mere pantomime mummery, 2 5 4. T2530 
; Puppet-ſhow flummery ; e 
A magical nlanthorn confounding 15 . 
bee . Lale Players or puppets we move, e A 
dy, on the wires of ambition and laue, N ö 
The poets urite wittiy , B os Ur 
11 Maidens lock prettily, El A ! 


e a 71% death drops the curtain alls runs night. 
* 1 * e . 45 2111 Ain en are n . 
her Enter Caroline. - a | 
Fw: 5 HI ye; * Solomon Durges! buy wha | 

| ; has 


(Pp 
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8 _ ſent ee {very tan 


| ſome indeed. ” 
+ Mint * OM 


SY Sled; Cypreſs Madam, the black dae 


4% 
1 


Ed. To take orders for your weeds- — Ha, ha, 
ha! Connery ele went Niger A ent 1 

; Caro. Ah, my frinkas; ſhall ſupply me-with/craping 
for weeds—Italian Aae e for love, I wear it on 
my n 5 e Ren 


” 
8 4 Si Fn 
4 $4 45 1 : 
E f 1 of 


dnn hen in Edward's TY 


8 Enter Sheers and e n 
Gele. Mr. Sheers, Sir,— — Tul tell him, Sir. n 
re, Mr. Sheers, to. take orders for his 

mourning. +, . [' Exit Grizley, 
A hailiff ſhall _ them. WY tho et no taylor in 
town ſo, complaiſantly ſuits his own dreſs to the preſent 
humour of his empioyer to a briſk bridegroom, I'm 


white as a ſwan, and here, to this woeful widower, I ap- 


pear black black as my Own gooſe. OE 


Enter Undertaker. 

Under. Hearſe—mourning-coaches—ſcarfs—pall. i 
Um—ay—if the caſh was plenty this. might turn out a 
pretty, ſprightly funeral. A Nv b 
beers, Servant, ( ͤ ⁴'O Hh“ =V q 
Under. Scarfs——a merry een ah 


Ay— Fa irs 15 
Sheers. A ſudden affair this, Sir! VVV 

F Under. Sudden——ah !: Fm e prepar t * 

death. | 

 Sheers, Mien of e 5 

_ Under. No radeſman within the 1 bills 25 wenn 

lives better. 


e Lou ve many cuſtomers then, Sip! 


+ 
* . 


——— ͤ z — — —ññ j— 


Exit. | 


. * * 
4 bs $285 tw > 
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nder. Not one breathing 

 Sheers. You diſoblige them, ee © 4 
E Lider. Why the trot is, Sir, tho my friends: PEP 
die to ſerve me, yet I can't keep one three days without 
turning up my noſe at him—Odlo ! t TD forgot to take 
meaſure of the body. / | 

Sheers. ( Aſide. ). oh, en- brother taglor—you 
meaſure nobody here 

Under: Vesi I ſball=<Mr. Sandford's Body... en 
Sheer For what, pray? : 


- IF. 4 9p * . 
>. 4.4.47 CS) F 
377 $17 #453. 4 #4 * fa 3 


7% 


” 5 " of 
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Ducler. For a wooden ſurtout lin'd N 
S ßere Odd ſort of mourning. N Þ But, Sir, I. 


have the buſineſs of this family. dh 
Under. You ! I know I have had 16 lib St. James's 
church-yard was ſet on fire by old Mattack the grave- 


digger, twenty years laſt influenza bulinefs. I have nine- 


teen botſies under lock and key this moment. 


Sheers. You may have bodies, ſkirts, cuffs, and but- 
tons My buſineſs 1 —-aſk my foreman ——1 don t ſet z 


e r merely an undertaker. 4d 
Under. Undertaker! ſo am I—and foe is, „ 
- Shears. Now I do no work -l cut out indeed ©; 
Inder. Cut out! Oh you embowel em gimme 
can you make a mummy in the Egyptian faſhion ? .. 
Sheert. I never made-maſquerade habits. 
Under. What! con'd you ſtuff a e of rank to 
ſend him ſweet over ſenn. 
 Sheers. Stuff! perſons of rank—lriſh t rabinets are in 
ſtile for people of rank. 
Under. Nothing like 1 thyme, pepper, ds alt. 


Sheers. Pepper and ſalt! : thunder and nen, for a 


r 95 > 
Under. Thunder 2 lighting'! oh 155 are in the 
clouds, man in one word, come Jou 1 a Duke ? ? 
Sheers, I pickle a Duke! eg e 
Under. 'Cou'd you place a lotengs over a . window; or 
.make AY coat for a hatch 
one ? 


.X 
"q 


ent without the ans of a | 


1 CD A Sue. 
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n Mr. Hatchaang neuer made a coat fot a gen 1 
Ueman of that name. ag Ft Toit, Ne 1e. rer 
Under. Mr. Hatcher meint, Flire 2 (cull 8 Walen all 1 
-tombſione. 82 260-49%) 2' 060 i} 250 Lore 247 or eib Nh ga; 
Cheers: Mayhap „ but Fu Jo you: know no: crofs- f 


1 and bandy button- making, Bedford-dury;: thred- 
ſeller, ſhall rip a cuſtomer from m. 
Under. Friend, depart in ee eee 80 
make you. a Memento Moti. to all ĩmpet᷑ tine nt raſcalej 5 
. Sheers. Here's a cowardly: ad vantaged to atack 2 Sir 
ang miau y by iu, cane, and IH aalkſto,ya4o.} 
[de undertaker throws: doum his: tare which Sheers 
- fakes up, and beatt him wth] 110i) 1 ot ene 
nder. _ death and tneachery 1 help! { ngoand 
CCCP 
1 i what's all this? 3% 8 | 
Under. A villain l. WH¹H here's! another. Padentaker 
Indi; that's he, that's to bury your maſter . 
„Seer. O thread add needles l 1 he kee 
but egad you're a froliekſome taylor. 
Under. Taylor Oh you fon of a Sexton. tall you 
me taylor! a more capital Luedenabbr, chan yourſelt. 
ory —_— ———_——__—_—_— I'ma tay- 


lor. * 5; Th 1 | 1 1 1.8 Mem nov. uss 
- "habe Rav Zovnds, mun—taylor, Laran- n an 
1 Undertaker. F N 21 177 en . | 


Den. 1 perceive this 'willaks,.: (46 FR One ward 
good gentlemen eee nn. TINY 
Sheers. Sir. PULL 19 3967s] air 
Dun. My Lady is not dend! or A 3 
* Bheers. Your: Lady not ud if 229 43 ve. 


Den. No, nor my maſter neither. 0105 
EP Matr. Tour malig: ons dead! pan, my - "4%; oy 
4 Denn No. c 5 W [3 


Under. Tben ries Day be don't want to be buried, 
Den. Not alive, I believe. 

Under. The moſt good for nothing family in \ the pe- 

474211. I rig 

$4 a | „„ 2 Sheers: eli 
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- hey. By wee er , parchavent of ing ſhall ne- 
I | go home, 100 uy myſelf for „ 
5 N "\ 

T!3) 22 T" 2 your” FEE 4 FA F714 

4 r 1110 1 Dog 39G 11 1 11 "Wn it Dent 


au OY changes ts 4 hauen at mm Wimeitop 8. 


iff Sir ir Walter Ty MG Wintertop 7; bed = 1 
7 Pn at 4 2 ide-table attending. 


ers " We | * 


rl Miſs 115 in. Then you. witl be 11 Sir Walter, | 
Sir Wal. Yes, when I'm right. I never was wrong 


wing to the leg of a ra 
Miſs Win. Pſha! I tel you tis your hicee that's 


gone. E 27 C5 L tell bob 256 ig! 211 + 
Sir Wal. And T tell you, 6 We nephow that's 
34 gone. Arm 33 -harton 


908 Mor. Gone down the. doi frgmi whenee/no wehe 


J returns back again, f 
ay - Sir Wal. Oh my dyn > is ibis Fellows 


„ || wordrourautharity. 2. if that IP this moment {wore = 


an 1 bed m weg noſe, I'd baye him crapp'd 150 e 
I conſider I am a Privy. Count tor. "us 
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